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After e. e. cummings 


Bobby Shaftee 

gone to sea 

sea far and wee 

silver buckleknees 

gone to sea 

Marry me 

prettyboy Bobby 


—Jan Drury 


We say hello 
You smile 
I wink 

And we ride 


—Linda Hiller 



—Gail Corcoran 


















Apathy #2 


In the stagnant five-o'clockness of this chilly afternoon, 

I gaze through my window-mirrored image. 

Seeing your shadow moving, liquid-like, up the cement path, 
and wishing you'd go away. 

Intruder to my mind, 

trying to untangle my thoughts which lie in snake-coils of Self. 
In the labyrinth of evaporating emotions, 
your words fall 
like rain 

Splashing into rivulets of boredom. 

Your opaque face 

has ceased to be a threat, 

in the crypt-chill of this dreary afternoon. 


—Ann Spring 



THE DANDELION 


Yellow dandelion 

Born of dew's warm mothering 

Greys and blows away. 

—Emily Chase 


The moon descends, the 
Forest parts, the earth receives 
Her transient guest. 


—Jan 


—Charlotte Gillette 


























FOR MY FRIEND 


I. 


In a window without curtains. 

Red geraniums give the sun 

a place to put her shadow. 


II. 


When daylight hours are long, 

girls are jumping hopscotch on chalked sidewalks, 

I will see you— 

walking on the beach at dawn 

seeking the soft morning cool for your sunburn; 

not knowing better yesterday 

you wanted too much. 

When wheat is ripe and heavy, 

and earth yields up her plenty, 

I will see you— 

gathering the last blossoms of the year, 
pressing them close to your rough brown sweater 
to keep them warm; 
not knowing they too will go away. 

When the ground is hard, playgrounds empty, 

children play cigarettes with cold, white breath, 

I will see you— 

in galoshes feeding birds, 
clearing paths of wet, dirty slush 

because you think people come like December sparrows: 
year-round. 

When the mountain streams begin to swell, 
kites play catch-me-if-you-can, and win, 
a yellow jonquil shows her face to say it's time, 






























I will see you— 

leaping high and barefoot through the evening meadow, 
your head high and hair thrown back as you race, 
laughing loud; 

in the chase I lose you over the hill 

to the flame that burns and blinds on the western horizon; 
and as the white evening star replaces your fiery glow, 

I can believe you: 
my phoenix. 

III. 

sudden, unexpected, awkward: 
the first moment of contribution, 
face to face, hand to hand, 
unavoidable closeness; 

the affectionate silence of not knowing what to say, 

of fear of saying too much, 
of failing to say anything at all. 

moment, 
natal moment 
of reaching and touching, 
exhiliaration. 

anticipated, quiet, awkward: 
the final moment of encounter, 
face to face, hand to hand, 
sought-after closeness; 

the affectionate silence of not knowing what to say, 

of fear of saying too much, 
of failing to say anything at all. 

moment, 

exquisite moment 

of bittersweet understanding. 

epiphany. 

genesis and coda: 

hello and goodbye. 


—Betsy Martin 
























GOODBYE RAIN 


Now 

Before the page is turned 

to something 

New 

Let me say 

A thanks— 

for all the times: 

when water dripped 

from two paddles 

or from a rag— 

you cooled my face; 

for all the puddles 

we jumped in like children 

and caught the cloud-gift 

on upturned, laughing faces; 

and for the wetness 

of our mingled 

goodbye rain. 


—Nancy Greer 


MACON MONSOON 


Umbrellas are in bloom 
With long, booted galosh-roots. 
Letting them report 
Their petal passengers 
Before the sun returns. 



—Nancy Greer 


The light is on, goes off. 
The candle lit, dark. 
/7 Now you see me— 


Now you don't" 

Blithely says Rosensrantz 
(Or was it Guildernstern?) 


—Susan Lutters 





























OOTY MORNING 


I stare into embers alive with heat, 
trying to picture there the face of people 
that I passed this morning. 

Who's there—what pictures remain imprinted in my mind? 
I'm not aware of faces, not now- 
just the throng of covered heads, 
the teeth of smiles, 
the push, 

the crowd. 

A few faces filter through the flame— 
the guide—blue cap, scruffy chin 
the secretary—western shirt 
the girl—holding a bare child 
the head man—old, deaf, proud 
And a few stand out sharply in the heat, 
remembered because they are familiar— 
a friend in a doorway 
another in the rain. 

Where are the others? Blaze up embers, 
let me live in you unttil I remember all the rest. 


—Mary Abbott Waite 





























































































AMBIVALENCE 



Happiness is 

having everything coming up roses 
until 

you get stuck by a thorn and 
bleed to death. 


Happiness was 

having nothing coming up at all 
until one rose, 

and getting pricked by its thorn 
only to bleed to death, 
glad at least that I could. 

—Betsy Martin 


* 
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—Mary Beth Taylor 
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—Karen Wickwire 


Oh, faith 

that makes me close my eyes 

and crumples my never before so weak 

belief 

in the sources 

of beauty and bloodness! 

A grabbing, a swelling, 
a pushing through 
of unfounded feelings— 


Feelings grown from 
a pushing through 
of faith 

in beauty and boldness 
that makes me close my eyes— 

Because I do not have it, 

Because I cannot have it. 

Because it will never be given to me. 

—June Shiver 


peyote coyote 
cry high 

speed need instant speed 
don't leave me here to die 


—June Shiver 
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THREE PORTRAITS FROM A GALLERY OF 
MODERN MINISTERS 


I. The Socialite 

Heaven is a fish fry friends; 

Admission is prepaid. 

There's softball by the Pearly Gates 
And tea for Ladies' Aid. 

The holy hootenanny forms 
Around the golden throne. 

There's lots of fun for ev'ryone. 

And no one walks alone. 

Canasta starts at three each day 
If bingo leaves you bored. 

And if there's time, we'll stop to thank 
Our Heavenly Host, the Lord. 

II. The Intellectual 

There's the type whose Ph.D. 

Is the one necessity 

He must have before the donning of the cloth. 
He believes his education 
Will increase his congregation. 

Calling sinners as a candle does a moth. 

With comparisons archaic 

He can make the plain prosaic 

See like splendors of the heavens sent below; 

He is equally prolific 

In producing scientific 

Explanations for the fall of Jericho. 

It is never accidental 

If the problem turns out mental 

When the lot is hard for ordinary men; 

For his higher level training 
Can assist him in explaining 
All the psychiatric punishments of sin. 

If at times he seems bombastic. 

It is just enthusiastic 

Feeling that he must express in dithyramb. 

Merely mental coexistence 

With the heavenly insistence 

That he promulgate the Gospel of the Lamb. 

III. The Liberal 

Against sin? 

Since when? 


—Margaret MacKenzie 
































Karen Wickwire 
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